172                              DRAMA
But now I have thee; thou hast come to me
With face most precious, dear to look upon,
Which e'en in sorrow I can ne'er forget.
ORESTES
All needless words pass over. Tell me not
My mother's shame, nor how /Egisthos drains
My father's wealth, much wastes, and scatters
much;
Much speech might lose occasion's golden hour;
But what fits in to this our present need,
That tell me, where, appearing or concealed,
We hest shall check our hoasting enemies,
In this our enterprise; so when we twain
Go to the palace, look to it, that she note not,
Thy mother, by thy hlither face, our coming,
But mourn as for that sorrow falsely told.
When we have prospered, then shalt thou have
leave
Freely to smile, and joy exultingly.
ELECTRA
Yes, brother dear! Whatever pleaseth thee,
That shall he my choice also, since my joy
I had not of mine own, hut gained from thee,
Nor would I cause thee e'en a moment's pain,
Myself to reap much profit. I should fail,
So doing, to work His will who favours us.
What meets us next, thou knowest, dost thou
not?
as thou hearest, gone from home;